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might have been killed. But he did not think that
at the time. He was bewildered. He caught the
infection of king-worship and followed the crowds to
the cathedral.

The King and Queen stepped out of the car and the
old archbishop blessed them in front of the cathedral.
Oreb was a Catholic. He could not blow up the
prelate with the King. He was moved by the blessing
of the Church descending upon the man he had been
sent to kill. The organ of the cathedral of St. Stephen
began to sound, and Alexander and Marie and all the
court moved down the aisle. Oreb had proved recreant
to Pavelitch but perhaps true to some higher and hidden
allegiance.

He rejoined his confederates, who reproached him
bitterly for having failed in his duty. He was defiant
and mocking. "1 notice you didn't throw your bombs
either," said he. "You had as good a chance as I had.
You couldn't do it. You had a better chance outside
the cathedral. But you couldn't kill the bishop. Same
here. They deceived us. Didn't they say he was an
enemy of the Church?"

"You were the principal," hissed Begovitch. "If
you are not a traitor you will have a chance to-morrow."

But the public street was no place for recrimination.
They repaired hurriedly to the house where they had
been put in hiding by a Zagreb agent. One can imagine
they were not a happy party. But it appears that Oreb
defended himself stoutly, Pavelitch had been mis-
informed about the Croats. They were all for the King.
What was the use of thinking there was going to be a
rebellion?

That evening the police got belatedly on their trail.
There were enough plain-clothes men in Zagreb to
watch all suspected citizens. But they missed the three
strangers. There were strangers in plenty arriving in
the city for the occasion. But the police knew the
Croat agents who had been in correspondence with